FROM THE ORIGINAL

for his pains. There is no reason why new translations of
Shakespeare should not be made in Germany every fifty or
a hundred years. The awkward corollary is that the actual
language of Shakespeare, receding more and more from the
current idiom of the English-speaking peoples, may in time
become as archaic as the language of Chaucer, and so leave
his own countrymen lacking essential contact with him.
But dramatic posterity will have to solve that problem for
itself, and discover how to give stage life to the classical text.
In the adjoining Kammerspiele I saw Wedekind's Die
Buchse der Pandora, perhaps one of the last satisfying pro-
ductions of this dramatist before his work was prohibited
altogether. It was also an object-lesson in the uses of chamber-
theatre seating two or three hundred people, the selective
audience for the play of intimate, psychological interest.
For such varied productions as these two, Reinhardt could
find always the right directors among his lieutenants.
The advance guard of the Berlin audience, however, had
by this time been drawn away from Reinhardt by Erwin
Piscator, the director of the Theater am Nollendorferplatz,
who had the reputation of being communist and super-
Soviet in his theatrical style. He was doing Hoppla, wir
leben ! by Toller, an affair of divided stages, platforms and
ladders, film effects and all the battery of constructivist
drama. This had a vogue of sorts and the direction was
certainly creative, but the gap between drama and treatment
was altogether too wide. In a suburb I visited Toller, who
was none too happy about his pky and indeed had never
quite taken his dramatic bearings since his release from
imprisonment. Piscator of course had real gifts, which
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